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the interview that might prove the turntable of Marie's
and Olga's lives. " He remembers you as a small child,
and often speaks of your father, whom he first knew
when Drayton and he were studying under Liszt."
Petroff lived in an old-fashioned house, built originally
by a former Grand Duke of Beiringen for a favourite
mistress, and altered by the virtuoso to suit his desire for
absolute privacy when practising and composing. The
principal roomp on the ground floor had been converted
into a studio, where the pianist gave pupils' con-
certs, invitations to which were greatly in request,
for Petroff fed the concert halls of the world. Drayton
had inculcated in his daughter his own veneration for
his great contemporary, and Marie felt over-awed as she
entered the apartment that, to her, was the shrine of a
superman. Katya, PetrofPs woman secretary, who
might have been any age between twenty and sixty,
regulated the traffic bound for the master's sanctuary.
Overjoyed at meeting her old friend, Marie, however,
Katya for once made a mistake, and ushered Schlumper
and his companion into the studio while Petroff was
occupied with another guest. Before realizing her
error, the secretary hurried away to attend to other
callers, and consequently, Marie and Schlumper sat down
to wait until the virtuoso was disengaged. Petroff
was seated at one of two grand pianos that occupied the
greater part of the platform. The leonine head, which
Marie had last seen covered with bushy, black hair, was
surmounted with iron-grey locks, that enhanced the
dignity of the expressive face of the musician.
"His hair turned grey with sorrow," Schlumper
whispered, " after a great fire in America, in which his
son, daughter-in-law, and grandchild were burnt to
deatitu"
The room was so large that there was no risk of
Schlumper's sotto voce remarks being overheard by the
o^ who was deep in discussion with an American